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A LNeW uigland Spuster

Becomes Novel Heroine

“THE HORNBEAM TREE,"|such constant contact with a
by Cid Ricketts Sumner: Bobbs-llady whose background and

Merrill Co. - $3.50

Mrs, Sumner's novels alwaysiWhen -Miss XEva's innate: honesty
pose some social problem, such as

race prejudice. her something when she scornfully

style and approach are nearerlcalled Joe a “gigolo,” she decides
the women’s magazine field thanthat she must.give him up for
any taste of Steinbeck. In her|this hateful girl. After all, sacri-

values were so alien to his. And

made her admit that the red-
haired hoyden next door had

fice comes casy for a lady so

—— S W N 12 S e DO

new book she presents a common
problem, faced by many middle-
aged women whose lives sudden-
ly become, empty and bleak.

emply hours appalling, with a
vacuum that nothing fills. At
this point, her dry and colorless

Boston and suggests an answer,
Ilis young veteran relative is just

Would she take him in7-
Joe's.arrival is a blaze of light

Viking, handsome Joc was com-

and the other with qualities
wrongly attributed to a fox.
‘Treating Miss Eva with flattering
respect, but as enc of his own
age, looking out for her cvery
comfort  (along with his own,
which she didn't notice), teasing
her and being always a ‘merry
and vigorous . companion, it was
no :wonder that the poor Jady

to: be her son, Naturally she|j

virtuous heart... v
But all ‘throigh the summer

used to it,
A Shocking Lapse

Miss Eva Iveson is a prosper-[this is an excellent story, Missi
ous_spinster-who lives in a big,|Eva’s character and problem are!
old-fashioned home on Boston's/made believable, except. for onc
south shore. As the story opens,|lapsc. A Jady, who could not bear
Miss Eva is alonc at last. She[lo Sce a pincushion out of place,
has spent all her 50 years jnjwould not throw away the rigid
pious and. selfless servitude, first|habits of a lifetime in one “fell
to her aging parents, and lately[SWoop.” “Things a lady never
for an unwell brother who was|dees” were held before her eyes
slow in drinking himscl( to death.{{rom the day she was born. Miss

-But now Miss. Eva‘ finds the|Evd's virtue was- as hard as a
turlle’s shell, and as unlikely to
be shed: Mrs. Sumner's deter-!

amil mination {o keep in: the.swim of:

f y. lawyer comes down from the boring -conventionality that;

makes immorality &' must in the

released from service and needs|™odern novel, weakens her book

a quiet place to got adjusted,|®nd Soils all its artistry. It is
& J ‘lan annoyingly shocking error,

willing Joe, who in a way became| maijds. in the old "a_nd-': empty
a somewhat better person from!houses. _ B

Except for two major flaws,!

The other flaw is thé failure

in a dark world. ‘A big blond ::J:&an{ um}"[i:shz:fcgm:,e l‘:;r.nl-gfv:

. Miss Eva's rosc-colored glasses
{pounded half of Southern charm, when she views his dishgncsty.
his promiscuily, and his lics. But,
stunning young Joe could find a,
giri on any limh, and there was
only one Miss Eva. As the story
works out, like a clam chowder|
without salt, a tree with'a blight,
it is a story that falls short of
being a wryly amusing, artistic
triumph. Possibly the author of
this novel has not;lived quite
found hersclf indecorously falling long cnough, y
in love with a boy young enough|enough, in the shide of:a New
i 1¢| EEngland hornbeain tfce, lo sense
painfully resolved to keep ' this|fylly jts tough Yankéds rosiliency.
shameful emotion locked in her It is a thing .of the bone. and
marrow, and a preily by with
' winning ways might bemuse, but
Miss Eva coddled and spoiled the never overwhelm, the lonly old

or _consistently
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Cid Ricketts Sunner ,who"hves

in the red house on Sunplu%ﬂh&l

will return- in mid-October u@{gth

:1'*.

ared in British and Australian

‘chitions. as well as American.

.:;5Mrs. Sumner, who is a native of
.f,[{xckson, Miss., told the Clipper
ghe had no reason for settling in

3
1 xbury, “except that it is the

an 1l-month holiday in quo‘pﬂ

where she revised her latest 1 9%‘%1

THE HORJNB-EAM ‘TRIEE. I
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_ The hombca‘m I;rce o:l' Lthe: tﬂ:lc'
can be scen through the lnmzh)izlc.—'

Love  window of her Du
house. (There arc other hornbes
‘trees on Ilornbeam Rd,,
I3il). Mrs Sumner hns written
rumerous ‘short stories besides her
six novels; four of which have
been book club sclections.  IHer
novels in order are Ann Single-
ten (firsts published in-the Wom-
en's Ifome Companion). Qualily
(first appecarced as a onc-shot in
the Ladies Home Journal), Tam-
my Out of Time (which she and
Al Moritz adapted as a musical
rlay at the old Duxbury Play-
hwuze), But The Morning AVill
Come, Sudden Glory and The
‘Hornbeam Tree.

:\

Quality, which was filmed as
“Pinky,” has heen translated into
Dutch. and - French and has
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X‘ clicst town I have ever seen in
plj‘c‘_ U. 8.” ler hobbies are horse-
back riding, not playing canasta,
Jmaking unusual bread, writing
moetry and making dresses oub of
cﬂ‘éwccloth and Dhedspreads. Are
‘these dresses lovely?

‘[They are when she is in them.
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Bookstall

Cld Rickets Sumner js a Mis-
sistippi lady by birth, but now
maxes her sometime-home in a
little old house on Boston’s south
shore, where she lets the timothy,
dames. and goldrenrod run riot

" to her very door. It js typical of

her cosmopolitan existerce, how-
ever, that her newest novel was
written in Falls Church, Va.;

worked - on in Duxbury, Mass.,
and" finished in- the. "Austrian
Tyrel, Mrs.’ Sumner was edu-

,cated n the South, earncd her

M.A: at Columbia Unlversity, and
took two years of graduate work
there and another at -Cornell
University. At one time she em-

" barked on the career of a doctor

- are her six grandchildren,

- her .to. you.

(this was her husband's profes:
sion), but domesticity, and-later
on her writing, held ‘her down.
Iier favorite hobbies in this era
She
; Kegi't had a-new. photograph of
“her nice looking self taken in a
dozen years, so we can’t introduce
We have six: Cid
Ritketts™ in our “plcturs':file;: -all]
“identical with the one an. the dust
jac ét.

. L

Until "The Hornbeam " Tree”
was ‘completed, ‘all of ‘Mrs, Sum-
ner's novels were laid in the deep
South. Movie fans know.her first
novel, “Quality,” that turned into
“Pinky" on the screen. “Tammy
-Out of Time" got herself out to
Hollywood, too. Our. favorite
Sumner novel is. “Sudden Glory,”
pubhshed a year or two ago; it
is" a.strong and wise treatment
of -a Southern problem. Mrs:
Sumner explains why she wrote
“The Hornbeam Tree" in _this
way: “I've known a lot of lone
women lmng in large houses,
especnally in New Lngland and
I;ggot to' thinking about them,
their lives and age coming on.”

L]  J L]

Shq certainly has somcthing
thére. The famous N. E. con-
sclénce, plus a sense of duty so
strqng -that it crushes the .ego,
- has* made  such llfe-]ong sacri-
fices.'a common picture here-
abouts. It's not that Southern-
ors. ‘have a quaint old custom of
tossmg their old people into

“IRickett’'s Miss Eva

Gossip

handy cotton or tobacco ﬁe]as,
("Ah have lived in this tobacco
patch nigh on 40 years,” moans
poor old Pa); but taking care of
difficult 'o)ld Mama—or rheuma-
tic' Aunt Lizzie—is not the con-
spicuous profession in Kentucky
that it is in Massachusetts. Aged
maiden ladies never scem to rat-
tle around huge, empty ginger-
bread castles, south of the Mason
Dixon line—we can't think why
this is so. Maybe Miss Eva Bat-
tlés has just up and gone some

place ‘else.
[ ]

Ask any avcrage person, even
on the south shore, what a horn-
beam tree is, and he is stuck.
However, this thorny word is on
many tongues down in Duxbury.
and Mrs, Sumner makes no se-
cret of the fact that-her novel is
about. this charming seaside
town. The new Oxford diction-
ary defines the hornbeam as “any
of 'a group of small, hardy. trees

of :the birch family, with' ‘smooth|

bark and large clusters of- pale
green nuts.” It goes on to say
that. the very -hard wood takes

on"a"hornlike pohsh and:1s some- | -+ -." :

‘times known as . ironwood.- .Cid

uncommonly -fond- of her horn-
beam tree, which was a symbo)
of her unylelding life pattern.
Once she tested its iron qualities
when by mistake she drove ‘the
Ford smack into it, and 1t jusi
brushed ber on‘

Be that as it rnay, no Dux-
buryite can go to LaFleur's or
Jossclyns General Stores, or to
the postoffice of a morning, with-
out heating somehody ask,

“What 'page of ‘The".Hornbeam
Tree' am I on?"” or “After Peggy
finishes reading it, can I have it
next?” Letters of pr aise or pro-
tests ‘are published in The Dux-
bury Clipper. (Mrs., Sumner's
travels, her books, her six grand-
children, their parents, and all
the relatives that come, part and
parcel, to visit her by the sea,
Keep the soclal and literary col-
umns of the village paper pretty
well stuffed all the time.) Mean-
while, Duxburys few real horn-
beam trees, -they don't say
nothin', they just go on making

large cluslcrs of pale-green nuts,

veson  was] -




